“That’s over. anyhow,” he said.

Hearing a queer noise behind him, he
turned. There stood Marie, snuffling and
wiping her oyes.

“Good heavens, " he demanded, “what's
this?"

Marjory instantly moved to the girl’s
side.

“There—there, " she soothed her gently;
“it's only the exeitement, n'est ce pas?”

“Yes, madame; and you know | wish
you all happiness.”

“And me also?” put in Monte.

“Tt goes without saying that m'sieur
will he happy.”..

He thrust some gold pleces into her
hand.

“Then drink to our good health with
yvour friends,” he suggested.

Calling a taxical, he assisted her in;
but before the door closed Marjory leaned
toward her and whispered in her car:

“You will come back to the hotel at
gixpt

“Yes, madame.”

So Marie went ofl to her cousins, look-
ing in some ways more like a bhride than
hor mistress,

\[,\RJURY preferred  to walk.,  She
% wanted to get hack again to the mood
of half an hour ago. She must in some
way got Peter Noyes out of her mind, So
quite aimlessly they moved down the
Avenue Montaigne.

She laughed a little.

“The minister was
wasn't he, Monte?”

“Too darned serious,” he nodded. “But,
vou see, he didn't know. 1 suppose the
cross=your-throat, hope-to-die kind of
marriage is serious. That's the trouble
with it.”

“Yes; that's the trouble with it."

41 ean see Chie coming down the aisle
now, with his face ehalk-white and—"

“Don't!"” she broke in.

He looked down at her—surprised that
she herself was taking this so seriously.

“My ecomrade,” he said, “what you need
is to play a little.”

“Yes," she agreed eagerly,

“Then where shall we go?
i before you.”

He was in exactly the mood to which
she herself had looked forward —a mood
of springtime and irresponsibility.  That
was what he should be. It was her right
to feel like that also.

“(Oh, "she exelaimed, “I'd like to go to all
the places I couldn't go alone! Take me.”

“To the Café de Paris for lunch?”

She nodded.

“To the races afterward and to the
Itiche for dinner?”

“Yes, yes,”

“S0 to the theater and to Maxim's?”

Her face was flushed as she nodded
again.

“We're off!" he exclaimed, taking her
.

terribly serious,

The world

THE afternoon left Marjory no time to

think. She was eaught up by the
gay, care-free erowd and swept around in
n dizzy ecircle.  Yet always Monte was by
her side.

Then she was whirled back to the hotel
and to Marie, with no more time than
was necessary to dress for dinner. Marie
thought madame’s cheeks did not look
like a good sign.

“1 hope madame—"

“Have you so soon forgotten what 1
asked of you?” Marjory interrupted.

“I hope mam'selle,” Marie corrected
herself, “has not caught a fever.”

“] should hope not,” exclaimed Mar-
jory. “What put that into your head?”
“Mam'selle's cheeks are very hot.”

Marjory brought her hand to her face.
It did not feel hot, because her hands
were equally hot.

“Tt is nothing but the excitement that
brings the color,” she informed Marie.
1 have heen living almost like a nun; and
now—to get out all at once takes away
one's breath.”

“Also being a bride.”

“Marie!”

“Eh bien, madame—mademoiselle was
married only this morning.”

“You donot seem to understand,” Mar-

jory explained; “but it is necessary that
yvou should understand, Monsieur Cov-
ington s to me only like—like a big
brother. 1t is in order that he might be
with me as a big brother we went through
the ceremony. People about here talk a
great deal, and 1 have taken his name to
prevent that., That is all.  And you are
to remain with me and everything is to
go on exaectly as before, he in his apart-
ments and we in ours,  You understand
now?"

At least, Marie heard.

“1t is rather an amusing situation, is it
not?" demanded Marjory.

“TI—1I do not know," replied Marie.

“Then in time you shall see. In the
meanwhile, you might smile. Why do
you not smile?”

“I-—1 do not
honestly.

Though Marie was by no means con-
vineed, she was ready to drop the mat-
ter in her admiration of the picture her
mistress made when properly gowned.
Whether she wished or not, madame,
when she was done with her this evening,
looked as a bride should look. And mon-
sieur, waiting below, was worthy of her.

In his evening clothes he looked at least |
a foot taller than usual. Marie saw his
eves warm as he slipped over madame's
beautiful white shoulders her evening
wrap.

Before madame left she
whispered in Marie's ear.

“1 may be late,” she said;
will be here when 1 return.”

“Yes, mam'selle,”

“Without fail?”

“Yes, mam’'selle.”

Marie watched monsieur take his
bride's arm as they went out the door, and
the thing she whispered to herself had
nothing to do with madame at all.

“Poor m'sieur!” she said.

know,” Marie replied

turned and |

“hut you

I'I‘ was all new to Marjory. In the year
and a half she had lived in Paris with
her aunt she had dined mostly in her
room. Such cafés as this she had seen
only oceasionally from a eab on her way
to the opera. As she stood at the en-
trance to the big room, which sparkled
like a dinmond beneath a light, she was as
dazed as a débutante entering her first
ball-room. The head waiter, after one
glance at Monte, was bent upon seeuring
the best available table. Here was an
American prince, if ever he had seen one.

Had m'sieur any choice?

Decidedly, He desired a quiet table
in a corner, not too near the musie.

Such a table was immediately secured,
and as Covington erossed the room with
Marjory by his side he was conscious of
being more observed than ever he had
been when entering the Riche alone. His
bandaged arm lent him a touch of dis-
tinetion, to be sure; but this served only
to turn eyes back again to Marjory, as if
seeking in her the eause forit. She moved
like a princess, with her head well up and
her dark eyves brilliant. |

“All oyes are upon you,” he smiled,
when he had given his order.

“If they are it's very absurd,” she re-
turned.

Also, if they were, it did not matter.
That was tho fact she most appreciated.
Jver since she had been old enough to
observe that men had eyes, it had been
her duty to avoid those eyes. That had
heen especially true in Paris, and still
more especially true in the few weeks she
had been there alone.

Now, with Monte opposite her, she was
at liberty to meet men's eyes and study
them with interest. There was no danger.
It was they who turned away from her—
after a glance at Monte, It amused her
to wateh them turn away; it gave her a

new sense of power. But of one thing she
was certain: there was not a man in the |
lot with whom she would have felt eom- |
fortable to be here as she felt comfortable |
with Monte.

Monte was having a very pleasant time
of it. The thing that surprised him was
the way Marjory quickened his zest in old
things that had become stale. Here, for
instance, she took him back to the days

when he had responded with a piquant
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Youre as Old as You Feel-
Regardless of Actual Age

. Just because you've passed life’s meridian
is no reason why you should cease to take a
keen interest in the affairs of life, 'Tis true
you cannot stop the march of Time, but
you can ward off the debilitating effects of
old age and be a joy, help and inspiration
to those around
you, Good
health is the
keystone that
holds together
the arch of
happiness long
after the hu-
man structure
. _ has begun to
0 show signs of
14 rr:\ breaking down.
At this period of life something more than
ordinary food is required to nourish and
sustain the weakened forces.

Pabst Extract is the Best
*“Tonic Food” for the Aged
It is the staunch vigor of barley malt
and hops fortified with caleium hypophos.
phite and iron pyrophosphate. Its con-

timlet_l use means new life, vitality, strength
—a dip into the fountain of youth. The
o

tonic values of
the hops create
a healthy desire
for the nutri-
ment which is
immediately
supplied by the
rich, nourish-
ing blood and
tissue building
properties of _-
the barley 5 A
malt. It is an agreeable combination of
liquid food and tonic which is welcomed
and retained by the weakest stomach.

Don’t Wait for Sickness. Come

to Nature's Aid Now.

When old age is upon you the active, re-
cuperative power of youth cannot longer be

o)

depended upon. For example: when a young
person, whose blood is in good eondition,
meets with an accident or gets bruised or
cut, it soon heals up and is forgotten; but
with an old person, whose blood is poor and
watery, the Eruise or cut may develop into
something far more serious, Pabst Extract,

The'“Best” Tonie, is composed of the same
kind of substances that are lacking in im-
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E overished
lood, It sup-
plies the heal-
thy,red corpus-
cles that flow
through

Fcrsnn isinper

ect health. It
builds up the
wasted tissues,
nerve cells and
improves the
circulation
wonderfully.
Pabst Extract is also recommended for in-
somnia, anaemia, overwork, dyspepsia, nerv-
ousness, motherhood and for convalescents.

Order a Dozen Bottles Today

From Nearest Druggist

The cost is but a trifle compared to the
resuits obtained therefrom. A wineglassful
before meals and at bedtime will quickly
nourish and strengthen each organ of the
body so that it will perform its proper func-
tion. and a bappy, healthy, hale and hearty
old age will follow, One bottle will demon-
strate the wonderful merits of Pabst Ex-
tract, and its continued use
will produce excellent re-
sults. If your drug- @
gist doesn't carry
Pabst Extract
in stock he can
get it quickly, so
don’t accept a sub- f
stitute. (NS

Write for free booklet explaining all
the uses and benefits of Pabst Extract,
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Pabst Extract Co., Milwaukee, Wis.

Biscuits

These wonderful biscuits are made
in such an infinite variety of pleasing
flavors that there is hardly an occasion
where one of the Sunshine Biscuits
will not agreeably “fit in.”

Perfetto Sugar Wafers, with their
creamy filling between two fragile
walls, are delightful with fruits, ices
and creams. 10¢ packages contain 3
flavors: Vanilla, Chocolate, Lemon,

For 10c (in coin or stamps) and
vour dealer's name, we'll send you a
big surprise— The Sunshine Revelation
Box, containing a delicious assortment
of Sunshine Dainties.

Joose-WiLes Biscurr (OMPANY
805 Thomson Ave., L.1.C, New York

Bakers of Sunshine Biscuits




